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Summary 


The Kirigans at home. 


Or, Alina engages in world-building after breakfast. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“That ring is an affectation,” Alina said, gesturing at the curved silver talon on Aleksander’s 
little finger. “Or a crutch. Take your pick.” 


“T gather you don’t like it, though it revealed you to me,” Aleksander said. “For that alone, I 
have an infinite fondness for it, milaya.” 


“That’s terribly sentimental of you,” she said, smiling. “I can feel it. When you kiss me. You 
have to hold your hand a certain way or you might get it tangled in my hair. Or cut me.” They 
were lingering over glasses of tea and a plate of pastries, his hand resting on the table-top, the 
lingering new for both of them; Aleksander because he had always felt overwhelmed by the 
need to care for his Grisha, Alina because she’d rarely had a meal large enough to merit 
lingering over and a companion willing to sit with her. Ivan now guarded the time fiercely, as 
if the maids of the Little Palace could be assassins. Alina had not exactly warmed to Ivan, but 
she did appreciate his degree of conviction and what it allowed Aleksander to do. 


“That’s why I’m very, very careful,” Aleksander said. 


“But you don’t actually need it,” Alina went on. “You’re an amplifier; as soon as I learned 
what they are, I recognized that’s what I felt whenever you touched me, even in the slightest 
way. You don’t need to cut anyone to discover their power. So why are you still using it—it’s 
not sealed to you in some way that you think you can’t break, like a Kaelish geas?” 


“No, it’s simply the custom. Tradition,” he said, leaning back in his chair as if it were his 
throne. “A symbol of power.” 


“That’s a stupid reason, surely you see that,” Alina said. She broke off a piece of the pastry in 
front of him and popped it in her mouth. It was soaked in honey and she had to lick her 
fingers after, which she’d anticipated. 


“T see that you are trying to distract me into agreeing with you,” he said, pushing the plate 
closer to her. He took great pleasure in watching her eat and was always trying to tempt her to 
take another bite of whatever she showed an interest in; if she’d had a mother or grandmother 
who’d ever cajoled her to finish her food, she might have found it annoying but she couldn’t, 
not when she knew he was thinking about how many years she’d gone without either appetite 
or the means to satisfy it. “Even if I consigned the kogot’ khishchnika to your jewel-box or 
had it melted down into a comb for you to wear to the Imperial Court, the other Grisha testers 
will still have to use theirs.” 


“That’s another thing. Why must young Grisha be discovered by being hurt? Surely you can 
see how that’s a terrible way to begin, as well as being easy enough to subvert,” Alina said. 


“T’ve never liked that the younglings are cut but it’s a small pain to bring them safely home to 
the Little Palace, well worth the cost,” Aleksander said. 


“But it’s not necessary,” Alina protested. “It’s not the only way to find out and I don’t mean 
the accidental fires little Inferni are prone to. There are other methods.” 


“What are you talking about? Ilya Morozova’s diaries don’t say anything about another way,” 
Aleksander said. Alina repressed the sudden, compelling urge to roll her eyes, took a sip of 
tea instead. 


“There is more to being Grisha than Morozova’s diaries. Morozova’s research. You only have 
to be willing to look for something else,” Alina said. “I understand Morozova’s voice is 
dominant but that doesn’t make it the only one. The only source of truth or inquiry.” 


“But where—” Aleksander looked so taken aback, so flustered and distressed, young and 
worried about being foolish when he was so much older than almost everyone else, Alina 
almost wished she’d begun the discussion in their bed, where she might kiss him easily 
before explaining more. 


“The Library of the Little Palace, Sasha,” she said. “There are so many books there that no 
one ever reads. The Grisha you’ve raised are devoted to you, good soldiers and well aware 
that you want them safe and do whatever you can to make that happen. If you say Morozova 
is the one true path, no one’s going to argue. Even the few who are curious channel it—David 
has his workshop filled with all sorts of devices and inventions—or have it beaten out of 
them by Baghra. No one thought much of me spending extra time in the Library, after all, I 
hadn’t been at the Little Palace my entire childhood, I had plenty to catch up on, and frankly, 
most of the Grisha were happy to see me off in a corner, so they could almost pretend I’d 
never come, that the Sun Summoner was still just a myth. It’s not very comfortable eating 
herring next to a myth, you see, especially one who doesn’t look the way you expected.” 


“That has stopped? Their disrespect?” Aleksander asked as she knew he would. 


“Our marriage has fairly well eliminated that whole issue. Now they’|l worry about Lady 
Kirigana being offended. But if we taught them better, it would fix a lot of problems,” Alina 
said. 


“Taught them what?” 


“Master Geng’s Treatise on Vials, Dobrodeia of Kyiv’s papers on healing, work by the 
Kaelish scholar Elisheva Fulhame on fire, any number of books and essays and papers by 
other Grisha practitioners. They’re all in the Library, I didn’t have to go poking around 
radical bookshops in Os Alta. It’s just that no one else seems to read anything else but 
Morozova,” Alina said. There were texts she didn’t mention, didn’t intend to, the mystic 
work of Hildur and Inessa, puissant, provocative work that required her to access her light 
and then hold it in abeyance to comprehend even the briefest phrase. 


“You spent a long time in the Library,” Aleksander said. 


“T was curious. Nothing made any sense to me, especially merzost. So, I kept reading, once I 
figured out the Apparat wasn’t coming back,” Alina said. 


“That’s how you found out about the marriage of the two keftas,” he said. “Research.” 


“That’s how I found out we could make it. That it was meant for us,” Alina said. “That’s how 
I found out there was a way for us to be happy and for the world to be made right. But our 


marriage was only the beginning of what we can do.” She waited. Aleksander looked down, 
not meeting her gaze and she hoped she had told him well enough that he wouldn’t regret the 
marriage he’d seemed eager enough to claim as his choice, but whether or not he regretted it, 
they were bound. He might not be willing to entertain any further changes in the world. 


He slid the ring off his finger and put in front of her. She remembered how it had felt cutting 
her open, sharp as a needle, destructive as an awl, and how it felt against her skin when he 
held her face in his face and kissed her as if he would never tire of it, his whole yearning soul 
put into the caress, its depth and heat and limitless power, how he tasted her like she was 
honeycomb, how she swallowed his filthy, unrestrained moans. It was just a ring now, the 
silver with a patina made more of a thousand tiny scratches than any tarnish. 


“You decide what to do with it,” he said, taking her hand in his, letting his shadows seek after 
her light. 


“T like the idea of the comb. Do you think David could set it with some amber drops?” Alina 
said. 


“That doesn’t sound like much of a challenge for him,” Aleksander said. 


“T wouldn’t wear it to court though. I’d wear it for you, when we are alone. I’d wear it alone, 
nothing else,” she said. “Because I know how much you like honey.” 


End Notes 


Title from John Donne. 


I was inspired by seeing a gif-set of the kiss at the fete, that kiss that Aleksander returns for 
before he leaves; there was something weird about the way he was holding his hands and I 
realized it was because he was still wearing the silver stabby ring on his pinky finger. 


According to Google translate, kogot’ khishchnika = raptor ring and I'm running with that 
geas = curse/spell (Irish Gaelic aka Kaelish) 


Master Geng died c. 975 CE) was a Chinese alchemist. Geng was employed at the Imperial 
Court. She distilled perfumes, and utilized an early form of the Soxhlet process to extract 
camphor into alcohol, and gained recognition for her skill in using mercury to extract silver 
from ores. 


Dobrodeia of Kiev (died 16 November 1131), was a Rus' princess, spouse of the Byzantine 
co-emperor Alexios Komnenos, and author on medicine.She was encouraged to find her own 
scholarly interest, studied extensively and was described by contemporaries: "She was not 
born in Athens, but she learned all the wisdom of the Greeks". The writer Theodore 
Balsamon noted that she "displayed a fascination with healing methods" and that she 
formulated medical salves and described their efficiency in a treatise on entitled "Ointments" 
(Greek "Alimma"), which is regarded as the first treatise on medicine written by a woman. 
Fragments of this work are kept in the Medici Library in Florence. She studied the ancient 
physician Galen, and translated some of his works into Russian. 


Elizabeth Fulhame (fl. 1794) was an early chemist who invented the concept of catalysis and 
discovered photoreduction. She describes catalysis as a process at length in her 1794 book 
An Essay On Combustion with a View to a New Art of Dying and Painting, wherein the 
Phlogistic and Antiphlogistic Hypotheses are Proved Erroneous. The book relates in 
painstaking detail her experiments with oxidation-reduction reactions, and the conclusions 
she draws regarding Phlogiston theory, in which she disagrees with both the Phlogistians and 
Antiphlogistians. 


Hildur = Hildegarde of Bingen, also known as Saint Hildegard and the Sibyl of the Rhine, 
was a German Benedictine abbess, writer, composer, philosopher, mystic, visionary, and 
polymath of the High Middle Ages. She is one of the best-known composers of sacred 
monophony, as well as the most recorded in modern history. She has been considered by 
many in Europe to be the founder of scientific natural history in Germany. 


Inessa = Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz[a] OSH (12 November 1648 — 17 April 1695) was a 
Mexican writer, philosopher, composer, poet of the Baroque period, and Hieronymite nun. 
Her outspoken opinions granted her lifelong names such as "The Tenth Muse" and "The 
Phoenix of America", for she was a flame that rose from the ashes of "religious 
authoritarianism. Sor Juana was fluent in Latin and also wrote in Nahuatl, and became known 
for her philosophy in her teens. Sor Juana educated herself in her own library, which was 


mostly inherited from her grandfather. After joining a nunnery in 1667, Sor Juana began 
writing poetry and prose dealing with such topics as love, feminism, and religion. She turned 
her nun's quarters into a salon, visited by the city's intellectual elite. Among them was 
Countess Maria Luisa de Paredes, Vicereine of Mexico. Her criticism of misogyny and the 
hypocrisy of men led to her condemnation by the Bishop of Puebla, and in 1694 she was 
forced to sell her collection of books and focus on charity towards the poor. 
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